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for A Test of Courage. 


The High Republic author Justina Ireland talks 
to Insider about the wonder and hope that 
drives Star Wars storytelling. 


WORDS: AMY RICHAU 


ustina Ireland will work out. There’s a sense of 
wrote two hope and the possibility of better 
middle grade things that I think is so very 
novels (Lando’s endemic to Star Wars. That feeling 
Luck and Spark is what makes a good Star Wars 

of the Resistance) book for me. 


before diving into a new era 
of Star Wars as one of the five 
authors leading The High Republic 


publishing initiative. Ireland I always have a new favorite Star 
spoke to Insider about her journey Wars book, whether it be a kid’s 
to Star Wars, co-writing her first book like Star Wars: Creatures Big 
manga, and the character from and Small (by Calliope Glass and 
The High Republic saga that she Caitlin Kennedy, illustrated by the 
identifies with the most. amazing Katie Cook) or Zoraida 


Cordova’s Crash of Fate. 1 don’t 
read a lot of adult books, Star Wars 
or otherwise (I have no patience 
for navel gazing, and a slow pace 
People always isn’t something I dig), but I did like 
ask me what makes a Star Wars Alexander Freed’s Alphabet Squadron. 
book a good Star Wars book, and I 
could answer in a million different 
ways. But the truth is that, for me, 
Star Wars has always been able to 
maintain a sense of wonder and 


brightness that we don’t always see Writing careers really all begin 
in a lot of other major media. It’s the same way: by writing. That 
this idea that even though things is it! There is no special recipe or 
are terrible and bleak, everything magic process. I wrote a lot of 
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other books and then I wrote Dread 
Nation, which hit the New York 
Times Bestseller list and generated a 
lot of buzz. Jen Heddle at Lucasfilm 
Publishing reached out to my agent 
at the time and asked if I would 
like to write a Star Wars book. A 
few weeks later I was working on 
Lando’s Luck. 

The question I hear most often 
is how people can get to write Star 
Wars. That’s easy: write your own 
stuff first, get pretty good in your 
field, and then go after Star Wars. 
That sounds hard, but it wouldn’t 
be a dream if it didn’t require 
some work. 


I hope so! I'd love to revisit both 
of them, but it’s also a very big 
galaxy with lots of people to meet, 
so we'll have to wait and see. But 
Hynestia is name checked in a few 
places in the books I write, so I do 
expect at some point I’ll reuse it. 
Who doesn’t love a frozen planet 
with underground caverns full of 
monstrous lizards? 


For tie-in novels it’s usually 
more about Lucasfilm giving 
me the pitch and listing where 
it falls in the larger overarching 
storytelling, but only in the 
vaguest terms. It’s a bit like 
playing fill in the blanks: if you 
ask if you can use “X” character 
or the other and get told “No,” 
you can sort of figure out what 
the other storytelling is. So yes 
and no: you might know what 
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other storytelling is happening but 
not the nitty gritty. That might 
sound hard, but writing is hard! The 
challenge is what makes it fun. 


For Lando’s Luck I got to read all but 
the last two pages of the Solo script, 
but for Spark I got nothing (Laughs)! 
What I did know was that I was not 
allowed to have Rey fix or use Luke’s 
broken lightsaber, so I pretty much 
worked out that was going to figure 
into the film’s story somehow. Like 


I said, it’s more about seeing the 
things that are obvioulsy missing 
and being able to extrapolate the 
story points from that. 
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NEW YORK TIMES BEST-SELLING AUTHOR 


JUSTINA IRELAND — 


do say anything, it’s usually just to 
regurgitate something the publicity 
team has come up with. 

I don’t want to convince people 
to read my books! Publicists, like 
Lyssa Hurvitz, are excellent at doing 


Honestly, I don’t. I’m pretty that sort of thing. Why would I try 
terrible at promoting my work to to improve upon the experts? Let 
people because it’s honestly my me write books and hang out with 
least favorite part of the job. If my imaginary friends. 
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a persc rl 
Avon Starros is hands down my 
favorite, because I was a smart 

kid (nowhere near as smart as 
Avon!) who had a lot of trouble 
connecting with others because I 
liked books and stories and facts 
more than shoes and whatever 
was popular that week. So, she has 
a lot of space in my heart because 
I know there’s probably a kid out 
there who is just like I was, and I 
hope they find each other. 


The best part of this initiative is 
that we are all writing what we 
want to! I wanted to write middle 
grade and young adult novels, 
and I did. We all know the big 
events that are going to happen 
at the highest level, so it’s about 
crafting a story that pushes that 
overall narrative forward. 

I talk to the other writers, 
Cavan Scott, Daniel José Older, 
Claudia Gray, and Charles Soule, 
nearly every day. It’s vitally 
important to make sure that we’re 
on the same page, because even 
though we have editors and Story 
Group on hand, there is a Jot of 
worldbuilding and big set pieces, 
and if we don’t bring in the right 
character at the right moment it 
can totally ruin later storytelling. 
It really is a group project, in all 
of the best and worst ways that 
group projects exist. 


I was a kid when I saw Star Wars: 
Return of the Jedi (1983). I think I 
saw it in the theater, but I was so 
small I’m not really sure, and it 
wasn’t until later that I really sort of 
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me HIGH REPUBLIC 


understood the idea of the Jedi. But 
it was all kind of vague and fluid 
in my mind, even after reading a 
few of the novels from the early 
1990s, which were always sort of 
confusing because I’d obviously 
missed something. 

It really wasn’t until Star Wars: 
The Phantom Menace (1999) as 
an adult that I think a lot of the 
previous storytelling I’d seen 
clicked. And honestly, I was kind of 
aghast at the Jedi we saw in those 


OUT o& mH SHABOWS 


New YORK TIMES BEST-SELLING At u R 


JUSTINA IRELAND 


movies. How are you going to 
take Anakin but just leave Shmi 
languishing in slavery?! I will 
never be over that. So, when it 
came time to work on The High 
Republic we all said, “Okay, what 
would heroic Jedi look like? Those 
who are at their height and not 
in decline?” 

I think we’ve all done a really 
great job at taking the Jedi that 
we’ve seen in the films and 
making them live up to the 
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“SEQUENTIAL ART IS 
SERIOUSLY ONE OF MY 
FAVORITE THINGS, AND IT’S 
COOL TO SEE THAT DEVELOP.” 


myth that Obi-Wan Kenobi shared 
with Luke Skywalker in Star Wars: 
A New Hope (1977). 

These are selfless people who 
put the livelihood and overall 
peace of the galaxy first, and 
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that’s been a lot of fun. They 
aren’t superheroes, they are 
people with a shared ideology 
trying to do the best they can 
to be tolerant and to help 

the galaxy as much as they’re 
able. But even within a shared 
ideology people disagree, and 
that’s okay! That’s how 

we progress, even if it can 

be difficult. And I think we 
could all use more progress 

in our lives. 
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The Edee of Balance 
is Ireland’s first foray 
into manga comics, 
co-written with 
Shima Shinya. Art by 
Mizuki Sakakibara. 


One of your upcoming The 
High Republic projects is the 
manga volume, The Edge of 
Balance you’ve written with 
Shima Shinya. What excites 
you about that story? 

The art! We'll also get to spend 
some time with Jedi in a temple 
outpost, so that’s also great. But 
sequential art is seriously one of 
my favorite things, and it’s cool 
to see that develop. 


Was this your first time 
writing manga, and what 
was it like collaborating 
with a new author and 
illustrator on a project for 
The High Republic? 

This is my first manga, and it was 
a lot of fun. Shima honestly did a 
lot of the writing, I just made sure 
everything fit in with the rest of 
our storytelling. It’s hard to bring 
someone into a world that is in 
flux, so I tried to take their vision 
and ideas and help the story 

flow with what the galaxy was 
like at the time. It’s a fun book, 
and I’m glad we got a chance 

to work together. 


Are there any Star Wars 
characters you haven’t had a 
chance to write yet, but you 
would love the opportunity 
to tell stories about? 

Mace Windu. I bring this up every 
time someone asks, and at some 
point we are going to get my dude 
a proper character arc. Someone 
caught that man as he fell, and | 
know there’s a story there. I would 
love to be the person to tell it! & 
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Previously: 

As the Republic strikes back against 
the Nihil, the insidious reach of the 
galactic anarchists is becoming ever 
more apparent. Arriving on Starlight 
Beacon under the guise of a trader, 
the allegiances of Vane Sarpo—a 
former friend and ally of Velko 
Jahen—are soon laid bare.... 


tarlight 
Beacon had 
changed 

so much in 
such a short 
span of time. 
When she had 
first arrived, 
Administrator 
Velko Jahen had been taken aback by 
the atmosphere, everyone so confident 
and calm in the midst of such bustle. 
And then there was the excitement. 
You could feel it in the air. The Beacon 
was a fresh start, both for the galactic 
frontier and for a jaded veteran 


STAR WARS: THE HIGH REPUBLIC 


“T need to know, Vane. Why do it? 
What did they offer you?” 

The tattooed Vuman didn’t answer, 
but the Nihil in the other cells certainly 
had a lot to say for themselves, jeering 
and shouting, one particularly scraggy 
Wookiee telling Velko in no uncertain 
terms what she would do to her if the 


energy fields failed. Velko wasn’t worried. 


The guard at the door to the block had 
his stunstick and she had her blaster. 
She had made sure she was armed. The 
visit wasn’t exactly authorized, and she 
was certain Security Chief Ghal Tarpfen 
would have a lot to say about it, but 
Velko wasn’t taking any chances. 

Still Vane remained silent. Nothing 
about this made sense to Velko. The 
thought that he might have willingly 
joined the Nihil was too terrible to 
comprehend. Vane had skirted close to 
various lines over the years, especially 
when they served together on Soika, she 
as a member of the Liberation Force and 
he as a mercenary, but he sure as hell 
wasn’t an anarchist. 


“Master Jedi,” she began, cutting off 
her thoughts. “I just thought—” 

“You just thought you would use 
your personal history as leverage against 
the prisoner.” 

Velko’s silver cheeks burned. “No, 
it wasn’t like that.” 

“Of course it was,” a voice said behind 
her, Vane speaking up at last. He still 
had his back to them, but there was an 
edge to his voice that she’d never heard 
before. “I would do the same, but you’re 
wasting your time, Vel.” 

She couldn’t believe that. “We can 
help you Vane, if you help us.” 

“Tf I help you, how?” He was on 
his feet now. “By spilling the secrets 
of the Nihil? And what would you do 
then, Administrator? Protect me, like 
the Jays protected Valo? You're a joke, 
you and your Jedi friends.” His eyes 
darted between the two of them. “Look 
at you, in all your finery. Golden robes 
and starched collars. You will burn. You 
know that, don’t you? All this will come 
crashing down around your heads. 


VELKO SWORE UNDER HER BREATH AS SHE HEARD THE 
HEAVY FOOTSTEPS BEHIND HER. SHE TURNED TO SEE 
THE IMPOSING FORM OF JEDI MASTER SSKEER. 


looking for a new purpose in life. 
Now? Now was different. All that had 
been before Valo. All that had been 
before the Jedi had been tasked with 
taking down the Nihil. It was before 
the wings of the security tower were 
packed with Nihil captured as part 

of Operation: Counterstrike. 

Now she was standing in front of 
a cell, looking at a man she had fought 
alongside back on Soika. A man she had, 
if not loved, cared for deeply. A man who 
was her prisoner. She had brought him in 
herself. She had clapped the binders on 
his wrists after discovering that he was 
using Starlight to run weapons for the 
Nihil, and she had one burning question. 

“Why?” 

Vane Sarpo sat with his back to her 
behind the energy field, his assistant 
Clune curled into a little orange ball, 
the instinctive reaction of all Peasles 
in moments of great peril. The small 
insectoid hadn’t unfurled once since 
the smuggled blasters had been found. 
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“Are they paying you, is that what 
it is?” No response. “Do you owe them 
money?” Still nothing. “For void’s sake, 
Vane, talk to me.” 

Someone finally spoke, but it wasn’t 
the prisoner. 

“Administrator Jahen.” 

Velko swore under her breath as she 
heard the heavy footsteps behind her. 
She turned to see the imposing form 
of Jedi Master Sskeer striding towards 
her, his one good hand resting on his 
lightsaber hilt. “This,” the Trandoshan 
hissed, “is most... irregular.” 

He was rattled, she could see that 
immediately. Something else that had 
changed since coming to Starlight. 
Before she’d believed that Jedi were 
incapable of emotion, a proposition that 
was just plain wrong. The Jedi she’d met 
felt as deeply as everyone else. They were 
just better at controlling it. At least, the 
majority were. Sskeer seemed to struggle 
more than most, and as for Marshal 
Avar Kriss... 


You can’t help me, because you’re 
the problem!” 

All around, the imprisoned Nihil 
whooped in support of Vane’s rant, the 
Wookiee shaking long matted arms 
above her head. What had Velko been 
thinking? This was useless. Vane... Vane 
wasn’t the man she thought he was. The 
man he’d been. And if he wanted to rot 
in a Republic jail, so be it. She had work 
to do. Important work. Work helping 
bring down more men like him. 

She turned on her heel, marching 
towards the guard at the door, pausing 
only when she realized that Sskeer wasn’t 
with her. He was standing motionless 
outside Vane’s cell. 

“Master Sskeer?” she asked, but 
still, he didn’t move. “Master Sskeer, 
are you coming?” 

“Something isn’t right,” he said, 
ignoring the question, slitted orange eyes 
never leaving Vane’s face. “I sense anger.” 

“Ha!” Vane barked, throwing up his 
arms in pantomime. “They weren’t lying 


about you Jedi, were they? The lizard 
can tell I’m angry. And there was me 
thinking he was nothing more than 
a stupid dewback.” 

“We should go,” Velko said to 
the Trandoshan. 

“Finally she gets it,” Vane snorted. 
“Give the girl a medal for her collection. 
Go on. Get out. You make me sick, the 
lot of you. Sick to my stomach.” 

“T sense more than anger,” Sskeer 
continued, his words strangely pained. 
“T sense shame. I sense... fear.” 

There was something about the way 
the Jedi spoke that sent a chill through 
Velko, that the emotions he described 
were all too familiar. But Jedi didn’t 
fear, did they? Sskeer was right though. 
Vane was afraid, she could see it in his 
eyes, but of what? Being locked up for 
his crimes? Of the repercussions if he 
betrayed the Nihil. No. It was something 
else. Someone else. 

Vane’s eyes flicked down to Clune 
and widened. The Peasle was rocking 
in her shell, preparing to unfurl. 


EXCLUSIVE FICTION 


The guard dived for the controls as 
light brighter than a sun burst from 
Vane’s cell. Burst from Vane himself. 

Velko cried out, throwing a hand 
across her eyes, but the damage was 
already done. She could only pray that 
the effects were only temporary, that she 
hadn’t been blinded when her former 
lover had... what? Exploded? Her ears 
rang, but she could still make out the 
crackle of the security guard’s stunstick 
and the shriek of Sskeer’s lightsaber. Only 
one thing was noticeable by its absence 
— the hum of the energy fields that kept 
the prisoners at bay. 

Blinking furiously, she pulled her 
blaster, squeezing off a few shots at the 
blurry shapes that raced towards her, 
the Nihil dropping to the floor. She 
aimed and fired without seeing, relying 
on her training, hearing the grunts and 
thuds of one fallen foe before turning 
on the next. It was only a matter of time 
before her luck ran out, a Nihil avoiding 
her shot, the blaster knocked from her 
hand. She heard it skid away and lashed 


“Well, this is a quite a situation.” 

Tiny legs skittered on the floor as a 
Peasle scuttled around in front of them, 
a Peasle holding the guard’s stunstick. 

“Clune?” Velko gasped in shock. 

“Hello there,” the tiny insectoid said. 
“We didn’t get a chance to chat before, 
did we?” 

“Before you curled up into a ball,” 
she reminded her. 

“Like a coward,” Sskeer added. 

Clune shook her segmented head. 
“Such prejudice, from a Jedi of all 
people.” The Peasle skittered over 
to Sskeer, prodding him with the 
stunstick which crackled with energy. 
The Trandoshan roared in pain, but 
Clune only tutted. “I don’t mind 
saying, Iam a little disappointed. It 
seems most undignified.” 

“The guard?” Velko asked, craning to 
look around. “Where is he?” 

“Oh, he’s dead,” Clune informed her. 
“Quite, quite dead, but not before he 
managed to lock the doors, those our ion 
burst didn’t knock out, that is.” 


SHE REALIZED THAT THE GLOW WAS EMANATING 
FROM VANE SARPO HIMSELF, THE TATTOOS ON HIS 
FACE FLARING LIKE JAGGED LIGHTNING. 


Sskeer’s lightsaber ignited. 

“Drop the energy field,” he ordered 
the guard at the door. 

Vane raised his arms, palms out to the 
azure blade. “No. Don’t do that. Get out. 
Please, get out.” 

“T won't ask again,” Sskeer rumbled. 

Velko looked back to the panicked 
guard, who was obviously wondering 
whether he should obey the Jedi or not. 
That’s when a light flashed from inside 
Vane’s cell. 

It all happened so fast. Velko turned, 
her eyes opening wide as she realized 
that the glow was emanating from Vane 
Sarpo himself, the tattoos on his face 
flaring like jagged lightning. 

“The field,” Sskeer shouted, his 
nostrils flaring as the block filled with 
nauseating aromas of burning flesh and 
charred ozone. “Now!” 

“No,” Velko yelled, screwing up her 
eyes against the glare. “Lockdown the 
block. Lockdown the entire tower,” 
she ordered. 


out blindly, her fist finding only air. 
The Nihil had no problem connecting 
with Velko’s jaw, sending a supernova 
of impossible colors flaring across her 
already muddled vision. She went down 
and they were on her, no matter how 
hard she thrashed and kicked. She was 
dragged up onto her knees, her arms 
twisted behind her, a rasped voice in her 
ear telling her to quit struggling. Like she 
had any choice. But even as her vision 
slowly cleared, her eyes streaming, a grin 
spread over her split lips. Sskeer would 
get them out of this. Sskeer was a Jedi. 
Sskeer had a lightsaber. 

A lightsaber she could no longer hear. 

Sskeer thudded to the deck to her 
right, pinned to the floor by the shaggy 
Wookiee who was obviously stronger 
than she looked. But they weren’t done 
yet. Sskeer would use the Force. He 
would fling the Nihil from his back as 
easily as shrugging off his cloak. 

Any minute now. 

Any minute... 


Still fighting against the Nihil who 
was holding her tight, Velko twisted to 
peer into Vane’s cell. The Vuman was 
sprawled face down, tendrils of smoke 
curling from his hidden face. 

“Vane’s tattoos,” she croaked. 

“Now those were clever,” Clune said, 
her voice full of shrill pride. “Laced with 
ion filaments, don’t you know? Rigged 
to detonate at a moment’s notice, thanks 
to this.” She jangled the control bangle 
that was slung loosely around one of her 
many wrists. 

“How?” Velko asked. 

A smile broke across the Peasle’s 
segmented face. “It’s remarkably hard 
to unfurl a Peasle once they’ve gone 
into a ball.” 

“What about the security scans?” 
Sskeer said. 

“Next to useless,” Clune confirmed. 
“Peasle chitin is equally effective at 
blocking sensor sweeps and, well, who 
suspects a... how did you put it, Jedi? 

‘A coward?” 
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“Fascinating,” Velko said through 
gritted teeth, “but not what I meant. 
How did you persuade Vane to do it? 

To tattoo his skin. To attack Starlight?” 

Clune laughed, a thin chirruping 
sound. “He didn’t really have any choice. 
I told you the tattoos were clever. Not 
only did they hide an ion charge; they 
could cause excruciating pain if he 
didn’t do what I say. I must admit, I was 
impressed, the way he tried to get you to 
leave. All that shouting and carrying on. 
He must have really cared for you, not 
wanting you to be caught up in all...” 
the Peasle waved the stunstick in a circle 
that took in the entire cell block, “...in 
all this. Perhaps I underestimated him. 
Not that it matters. The filaments were 
a one-time deal. I’d hoped to detonate 
them in the middle of the night.” 

“But I forced your hand,” Sskeer 
rumbled. 

“Indeed you did, which brings us 
back to our problem. The whole idea 
was to escape.” 

“And now you're trapped,” Velko 
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“This is what’s going to happen,” 
Clune said, slowly swinging the blade 
around so it was dangerously close to 
Velko’s face. “We're going to bargain 
for yout life. Either they let us all go, or 
you'll start losing limbs.” She sniggered, 
before glancing back to Sskeer. “More 
limbs in some cases.” 

“No,” Velko said quietly. 

“What’s that?” 

She looked Clune straight in her 
black eyes. “It doesn’t matter what you 
do to me, I won’t help you, and neither 
will the Jedi. You’ll be captured and 
thrown back into your cell with no 
means to escape.” 

“Ts that so?” the Peasle asked, 
bringing the glowing blade ever 
closer. There was no heat, but that 
wouldn’t stop it burning as soon as 
the containment field touched her 
skin. Velko screwed up her eyes, 
bracing herself for the pain... pain 
that never came. 

A blaster bolt flared out of nowhere, 
spinning Clune around, the lit saber 


cut them down at a moment’s notice. 
Velko had no idea if Vane had fallen on 
her weapon by accident, or purposely 
covered it with his body as he regained 
his strength, but it didn’t matter, not 
now that he was smiling grimly at her, 
his faced badly burned. 

“Clune was right,” he wheezed, his 
eyes sparkling through the pain. “No 
one ever thinks to check the coward.” 


The guards arrived minutes later, 
along with Sskeer’s former Padawan, 
Keeve Trennis, who never seemed 
far from her master’s side. Vane was 
transferred to a secure wing in the 
medicenter, his burns dressed, and 
any trace of the Nihil tattoos removed 
from his face. Sskeer himself insisted 
on guarding the room, but Velko had 
a sneaking suspicion that he was more 
concerned in protecting Vane from 
Nihil reprisals than the Vuman making 
a run for it. 


THE BLUE BLADE SLID MAJESTICALLY FROM 
THE HILT, IT’S LIGHT REFLECTED IN CLUNE’S EYES. 
ALL THE TIME, SSKEER FOUGHT TO STAND. 


said, allowing herself a bitter grin. 

“We all are, my dear. Including you, 
all because you ordered the lockdown. 
Now we have no comms and no way out 
of here.” 

“But we do have this.” A broad- 
headed Amanin Nihil walked in front 
of Sskeer and Velko, holding out a very 
familiar weapon with his gangly arm. 

“Ah yes,” Clune said, taking the hilt. 
“The Jedi’s lightsaber.” 

“Don’t you dare...” Sskeer growled, 
attempting, and failing, to push himself 
up from beneath the Wookiee. 

“Don’t you dare... what?” Clune 
asked. “Do this?” 

Velko winced as the Peasle struck 
Sskeer across the face with his own 
knuckle guard. 

“Or this?” 

The blue blade slid majestically 
from the hilt, its light reflected in 
Clune’s eyes. All the time, Sskeer 
fought to stand, but was kept pinned 
to the floor. 
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flying from her hand. The second shot 
struck her square in the back and she 
went down, the dead guard’s stunstick 
clattering to the floor. 

Velko didn’t look to see who had 
fired. She didn’t have time. She brought 
her head back sharply, connecting with 
the jaw of the Nihil who was holding 
her. They staggered back, losing their 
grip and she pounced, snatching up the 
stunstick and bringing it around to jab it 
hard into the Wookiee’s side. The shaggy 
Nihil cried out as volts flowed freely 
through her body, Sskeer finally able to 
push himself free. The saber was in his 
hand within seconds, Velko and the Jedi 
standing shoulder to shoulder, weapons 


bared and ready to punish any Nihil who 


dared attack. 

But none of them even moved. 
Maybe it was the double-threat of saber 
and stunstick, or the fact that the Nihil 
had lost the advantage. More likely it 
had something to do with the blaster 
held in Vane Sarpo’s hand, ready to 


“T’m sorry,” Vane said to her from 
his bed. 

“That you got caught?” she said, 
trying not to smile. “Although I guess 
that was the general idea.” 

He shrugged. “Hard to spring a 
security block of Nihil if you’re still 
standing in the hangar bay.” 

“You could have trusted me, you 
know? You could have told me what 
was happening, back in the bar.” 

“Could I?” He touched his cheek, 
flinching slightly. 

“Tt wasn’t toothache,” she said, 
remembering him wincing at the time. 
“Tt was a warning.” 

He nodded. “Clune reminding me to 
get back to business. Which you should 
do too.” He broke into that infuriating 
smile. “Especially if you’re going to get 
me a pardon.” 

“Already sorted, but it wasn’t me.” 
She nodded to Sskeer standing with his 
broad back to them at the door. 

“The old dewback has a heart?” 


“The old dewback has excellent 
hearing too,” the Trandoshan rumbled 
without moving. 

“Then, thank you,” Vane told him, 
before looking back at Velko. “To both 
of you.” 

“T’ll check back with you later,” Velko 
said, heading for the door. “Don’t go 
anywhere, you hear?” 

“Tl see what I can do.” Vane was 
starting to sound more like himself, even 
though doubt crept into his voice as he 
called out: “Vel?” 

She stopped, looking at him propped 
up in bed. 

“Are you really happy here? With all 


this going on? With the Nihil and the 
Jedi and the...” 

She’d shrugged off the question last 
time he’d asked, sitting in Unity’s. This 
time she didn’t even hesitate, even after 
everything that had happened in the last 
few hours. Because of what happened. 

So what if life on the Beacon had become 
more difficult? Starlight was here to offer 
hope, to protect, to stop things like Valo 
happening again. 

And so was she. 

“Yes,” she said, meaning it with all 
her heart. “I wouldn’t be anywhere else.” 


THE END 
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